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isself wi' wold Mother Legge in Paradise!" declared one lad,
bolder than the rest. "Shush! Shush!" cried several voices. *
Meanwhile Abel Twig and his crony Bart Jones were whisper-
ing together in high excitement. 'Them Posters said ?lwas for
Glast'n "ee were holdin' meetin'. Seems to I 'twere for to see how
much foolin' Glast"n folk could stand, afore us cast he down,
back where he were afore us lifted he up." Thus spoke Old Jones
in the ear of his friend, but Number One was kinder in his inter-
pretation. "Maybe Mayor have been taken wi' the dizzies, like
what woming do suffer from, when 'tis near their time. Tis a
hard thing for even a Preacher like he to stand up afore such a
proud assembling!"
Penny Pitches who had taken her seat without shame by the
side of Mr. Weatherwax now addressed a personal appeal to that
potentate. " Twould be a moment for tliee to strike up wi' one
o' thee pretty songs, Isaac," she declared stoutly. "Thik Bloody
Johnny baint the only one what can lift up voice."
"Chut, chut, woman!" murmured the gardener reproachfully.
"This be a time for Authority to speak. The man 7 be wantin'
to hear from, be Mr. Philip Crow. He'd be the gent to send all
these gabbling geese to the right-about."
A long rolling thunder-clap responded to the gardener's words
from those slowly gathering clouds above the Tribunal. "Hark
to't!" cried Penny Pitches, "he'll have to come quick or he'll be
drenched to the skin!"
The sympathetic Sally Jones, seriously concerned about the
fate of her master, murmured anxiously in Jackie's ear: "I can't
keep me eyes from Missuses' back, I can't She must be shiverin'
and shakin* inside, poor dear! 'Tis turble 'sponsive to be sittin5
up so straight and Master not here."
"You don't think, Sal, do 5ee," whispered the excited Jackie,
"that the thunder have hit 'im in the eyeball like it used to hit
they bad girt men in Bible?"
St. John's deep-voiced clock now chimed the half hour and its
sound died away in the midst of a thick^ deep, reverberating peal
of sullen thunder.
"Why isn't there any lightning, FatKer?" said Angela Beere to
Lawyer Beere. "I haven't seen one single flash all the evening."